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Paffodils— 


Little bursts of buried sunlight 
rising out of hibernation. 


1 









Mr.'Red-winced 'B’lackblrd — 
ffurrvj md pick ^onr +erri+oi% 
-tile c^ls are on their way ! 
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© Brendon Lake 








3roY)v\sV\ad&d 


I love when first-of-sprin^ things winkle with last-of--winter 
things. This morning I've juncos, finches, av\d siskins Tipping ciboMt 
the yard —birds of winter not 0Mite ready to hit the breeding 
grounds. Ue^ond them, down in some wet spot in the woods, newkj 
ciw^kened chorus fro^s cry out for m^tes. The incites will come, 
cind m o rqy will ensue —^om cm be sure of thcvt. And then there 
are the less noticeable beauties (All around ms, if we're looking] 
such a^ this "^rown-sh^ded foray, wcitchin^ from the b^ck deck a s 
I ^o ctboMt m^ morning. Soon this cryptic moth will flitter off to 
do whatever it is such cjMiet, m^sterioMS things do (probcibl^ sleep 
on a tree somewhere, if I know av\y thin^ aX all) av\d I'll be sorr^j 
to see him <30. ThcinkfMlI^ he'll return cit dusk—ctlon^ with the 
b^ts av\d barred Owls—when he cind others like him clin^ to the 
hoMse like little impermanent ornaments to bcisk in the cirtificictl 
li^ht. 
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The Ca'&rp\yiah 


In the rising warmth of the morning, while playing in the yard, 
my son (yarion found a ^reen caterpillar on the patio table. I 
offered it my finder—which it grabbed trustingly—and the two 
of ms watched it crawl across my hand as if trying to wake sense 
of the new landscape. 

Iy now Marion was inside the cartain of the moment, trying to 
make sense, in his own way, of the odd squirt of life in my hand. All 
the while I told him what I knew of this "baby" insect, not so 
Mnlike himself—a small bein^ on a singular c|uest for food and 
growth; a life destined to blossom into something ama&in^. 

Time was spent passing the critter between hands of father and 
son (and once to and from our noses, which is funny for ^rown-up 
and toddler alike). I was ^lad for the opportunity to teach my son 
something new aboMt nature, and more so for the lesson it 
afforded in compassion—for we were gentle with the larva, and 
never addressed it as a lesser thin^, or called it "^ross" when it 
pooped on my hand. 

When it was time to let the caterpillar op, I earned it over to a 
nearby tree—the one I assumed it had come from—and carefully 
placed it on the lichen-encrusted bark. There it crawled into a 
shadowed furrow and lay still. "It's napping," I said quietly, fwd 
Marion, already familiar with naps, and by extension the colorful 
dreams which shower down upon them, leaned in close to his new 
friend and whispered, "Q[ood ni^ht, ca'erpiwah." 
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Winter Wren 


Such a little pop, a flare of dinosaur. Warmly brown. 
Curious, but no line-crosser; a blender-in. Life in small, 
ti^ht spares, condensed heavens (or eternal ones, if 
the fairies have their sa^). Um t bark to wrens, to the 
feathered belkp-laM^hs of children, bouncing and hide- 
and-seeking in rockp mosst fallen-lo^ regions of the 
shadowy wood. Quiet places. Tlaces passed over, 
underappreciated. Nearly forgotten if not for the 
presence and eternal son^ of the Winter Wren. 
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foothills Tarkway 


■f\s the sun lifts lasers of wist off the morning hills, thrushes 
be^in to stir in the woodlands. Mother Nature tosses h^n^fnls 
of jewels across the v^wnin^ trees, brin^in^ forth ^rosbe^ ks, 
tankers, butterflies, md warblers. L^ter, as the sb| turns 
its best blue, proud h^wks av\d I oaa\ vultures will join the wind 
in its dav\c& over the w^kin^ valley. 3 y then, I will h^ve ^one 
wvj own w^p 
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summer 



M oar indoor placjs and wires... the /// never replace 
-those rjlorioas branches oa-tside -the window. 
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In +l/ie 


If I'w p^vfn0 attention at dll 

there is bedci-h) in the ddwn, 

a rising whisper tlrat reaches out me I invites we in. 

Todd^ I've become 0nite crwcire of it, the bectM-h) evident 
in the robin sin0in0 proudly of his fled^lin^s; 
in the lon<3 branches of pine, breete- 

bonncin0 as if pld^in0 pidno; 
in the blue skv exlralin0 its sunrise colors... 

I could ^o on, but one likes to 0et bdek to such ddwns before they're 0one. 

widit, wlrat is tlrat? f/old a second... 

The ddwn Iras come up to the window. 

Ves, in color dnd son0 it is sdvfin0 

Into we 

all of ^om are welcome 
to tdke part. 
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f\<\^ S>^\ Wc*W> AWov^V, _VW AcCeS 

&cto^s 4W\^acd. 

~"fW *'S\o*\e^y^ S P\ftt5ow^ . 

V^(eOocSe. s|ov-v vj\W j 

'AVe.fe 'S <=Ar \^N/<\. 


■=p/ ^Mcn^r 
i^WoAc U 

toMCS\ A C^vi^W 

"l\. Ai\o,®jAo\; «*, 4 Vt 

f m>W\o.t\ y«ics “^r “\<-^: A c^ays. 

be+wte^ -VW V»U)c£ JW\e»\/es 
VS Vr^rie.— ow\s«o \ :^ e _\ 


onj \S : 


One time, d+ a red li^ht, 
a dra^onfl^ ^ppe^red in 
front of windshield, 
for a few brief moments 
it lingered there, c^rnfm^ 
sunlight on its back, 
before ^ippin^ away. 
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?ro+l/iono+^ Warbler a\ Vawv\ 


Up from +ke riverlrank, 
-\-\nroiAtyV\ +ke low leaves, 
a +iw4 sm rises, reflee+ed 
in strops of morning dew. 



Cbvrvrm VelloYriMroa-f a\ Vias\c 


Sunli^kt flows ou+ 
like a +ide... 

f\ Made of prairie ^rass 
^rcs 

+o 

e^r+k 

kene^+k a klarkrawd-^ellow sk^ipe. 

Wi+ahify, witahity, wi+6hi-ty... 

Tin'-/ k^ndit skulks 
tkrou^k d^'s ending li^kt. 
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I A tree 

IS a treasure burst forth 

a fissured relic covered, 

that change with the voi 
A tree 

'S a benevolent caretaker 
a framework of weatheret 
aiding nests, reW and 




+w 

old Q\anov\ 
Visits wv-j 
poei/n ^t The 
Morton 
-f\r\?oro\m\. 


is a 
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turns nature's cyr&m to <yt\% 
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autumn 



3 e\\ov\d Earth's blue veil 
burn a billion o+ber suns. 
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A Moment in the 'perest 


The wind blowing through +he +ree+ops rewinds we of crashing 
waives on a distant sea; leaves Wowing down the frail resemble 
skittering crab s. fli^h overhead, the clouds swirl like cr&aw\ in a 
munificent cup of f&a, while necirb^ a box turtle follows heel 
with his rub^ e^e. 
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fferwif Thrush 


•fferwit Tlorwslo— 

So old, so wise; so 
roo+ed in earth's m\\c\tX\-\-y 
sloe's already ^one rws+ 
from bottom up. 
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All +1/16 0\ood of the World 


This morning a ffermit Thrush returned to our yard for the 
season. I heard it— skreeel—as (Marion set off on a mini-c|uest 
for rocks and acorns. A falling leaf—russet, corner-curled, 
emptied of summer's li^ht—floated soundlessly over 0 (s tiny 
shoulder, f/ands in pockets, I stood listening to the harvest- 
time voice of my favorite bird, and watched as my son absorbed 
all the rjood of the world. 

And then it started to rain. Indoor creatures we became, once 
aqa in: our human habitat within windows av\d walls, a co&y 
jungle of wired distractions... hut with plenty of toys, hooks, and 
music, too. More <300d things of the worldl 

Outside I imagined the thrush flicking rain off its win^s, its 
body perfumed hy a northern forest of hemlock while en^a^ed in 
a mini-c|uest for hucjs and berries. Though shy, hidden, and non¬ 
existent to most, this feathered thin^ is no less important, or 
needed, in life. It, too, is part of all the ^ood of the world. 
Something my little man will one day come to know. 









tiffed (y\roiASO 

Not all loaves of oraviqe or Wowv\ 
f all \o oar\Y\ m o\orv\a I sleep; 
a few rally av\d rise aqa\v\ 

\o f orvn the lovely ^rowse. 
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3fbY)v\ Creeper 

for -those who seek -their charm. 

J\nd v^owr day was qmq 
onl^ ok ay, 

as yoiA expected i+ would stay. 

Then Urown Creeper c^we alowq — 
rr^p+ic, pe-H+e— 

av\d spiraled, l/ierhp-jerhj, up av\d aromd 
yoiAr fo^ed-up heart, 
fnd suddenly heart, and somI— 
hath dear —were better than okd'p 
They were 
re^lpwed. 


WINTER 



Some memories are scars, others are feathers for flight 




© Glenn Perricone Jr. 



















I wm-f +o 

I wrant +o be +hra+ jMnro on the powdering of snow benera+h the 
pine. I wnn+ this cup of hot ehorolra+e +o lras+ forever. When X 
opener! the ki+rhen window ra bunch of snowflakes blew in, rand one 
0o+ crau^ht in a spider web. I wrant +o believe in metric; I wrant +o 
hrave frai+h +hra+ owr plush tom+e will keep ms srafe from hrarm. 
The blue-^rra^ dra^s of the season rare closing in. I wrant the 
s+ren^+h +o slra^j ra wrakin^ demon or +wo. f/ope is found in the web 
of winter s+rars. 
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Un+i+led / In the pitch black of the future there wnterinlieed n 

peair of eyes— swnll, childlike ev^es void of the slightest hint of 
jud^went. Anri the^ didn't look nt we so much ns pnst we, focusing on 
the present stnte of things and the ^oin^s-on nil aromd, Suddenly I 
wns nwnre I'd fniled to do w^ best, like so many others in our time 
(yes, there is progress, hut thnt is not to he dwelled upon when 
there is so wuch wore nt stnke). And then those e^es, ^rown 
fnwilinr, ke^nn to glisten and hnrden and fade into the li^htless 
kev^ond. And I wns left in silence. 

Just a dream? W\y iwn^inntion? It doesn't wntter. Whnt wntters is 
the wessen^er. Uecnuse the e^es were those of w^ son. And the^ 
were the e^es of every child nlive and every child to cowe. And if I'w 
to trul^f renliee the potential of w^ hwwnnit^, to let rise the kest 
Version of w^self, then I wust nppl^ the chnn^e thnt occurred in me 
nt the wowent those e^es departed. Uecnuse it wnsn't just 
disnppointwent thnt I snw in thew, it wns a swotherin^ of 
innocence. 


And to we, thnt is unfor^ivnkle. 
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S+^rlin^ CTamary 3o, 201^) 


Negative twen^-tl/iree decrees. Uirds puffed wp and dehbera-'ce. I 
vu^+clo tkie feeders froi/n window, s^afe, biA\ concerned. v\J|/i^+ 
survived +loe ni^lot l/i^s ^ lon<3 fi^ht ahead, m ancient s+rw^le <as 
p wee as \he ^rc+ic snow. Today, 1 harbor no di\sda\v\ for \he non- 
rnTwie s+^rlin<3— \ha\ single, disorien+ed bird T saw fm\b\e across 
\he snow, losing i+s wild syvnvne\ry. 
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Tempering World's Chaos 


Snow rests kieciv^ upon +kie diw blue l^ndsccipe, tracing me I 
draping w^riad oM+lines. Urancl/ies droop in repose as jwncos dctski 
tl/iroM^k wild-kwired skimps. The wcikin^ wind is coaxed into a slow 
wcinderin^—silence +|/ie treasured vehicle. Tkie serenity pl^cci+es, 
perhaps wedic^+es. We inki^le wkldt we c^n of it, for morning 
c\m\dy swo+kiers the predawn hour. Soon it will kie^ve jewels of 
SMnlpkt across tbe wkli+e blanket, shrinking klue shadows like 
SMWwer puddles. Snow drips md falls to the wcirwin^ wet e^r+l/i. 
We be^in to stir wi+l/iin +|/ie transition, lured by i+s ^widin^ V\av\d. 
Soon our tl/ioM^ki+s will speed, looping, toward the wcikin^ day. 
'Routine will tcike bold. Um+ before we step too far in+o tbe 
business, let ms si+, selfishly, wi+b one wore cberisbed tboM^bt of 
a loved one, ne^r or sowewbere far; or tbe soft- c^ray jancos, 
ckicisin^ av\d <dra++erin<3 like lovers 1 bectr+s; or a pci+b ctlon^ a 
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End of winter: 
Impatient winnow 
in a thawing pond. 
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